A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
for the great attack is complete. It is May, Thiepval
Wood is at its best. The foliage is still unspoilt,
save on the fringe. Birds sing and squirrels jump
from tree to tree.
By this time I could turn on my emotions and
regulate my mental requirements for war, as one
regulates the heat in a railway carriage; 'hot5 for
blood-lust action, 'cold5 for cool calculation, and
'warm3 for recreation and creative power. I have
by now become kaleidoscopic - a mere war freak.
Occasionally, we go back to Martinsart Wood for
rest. The tours In the trenches are now often of
long duration, as the weather is warm. When 'out/
I have a company, in close support, on Speyside,
above the River Ancre, commanded by a warrior
of twenty-two years of age. He has with him three
subalterns all under nineteen. One day when at
Martinsart, where the nightingales keep me awake
at night, within a few yards of a heavy gun, I ride
up to have tea with these four boys. They have
nothing much to do. The bathing pool is good. As
I arrive they are all standing stark naked on the
improvised spring board, ready to jump in for a race.
How wonderful they look, hard, muscular, fit,
strong and supple, yet devoid of ailocoarseness.
They ask me to start them and I comply with their
request. As they fix their eyes on me and wait for
the word "go/1 realise I am, thanks to circumstances,
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